



As the sun began to peek over the horizon, I was jolted awake by a sharp poke in the side. I grumbled and attempted to roll away, but the poking continued, accompanied now by a hissing whisper of my name. Reluctantly, I pried my eyes open to see Callia crouched next to me, her face tight with urgency. 



"We need to go," she said, her voice little more than a breath of air. "Now."



I sat up groggily, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. "What's going on?" I asked, still trying to shake the cobwebs from my mind. 



Callia glared at me. "I told you, we're not safe here," she snapped. "Get up and let's go."



I frowned at her, but scrambled to my feet nonetheless. I didn't know what was going on, but if Callia was this freaked out, it couldn't be good. I quickly grabbed my sword and dagger and followed her out of the barn we had been staying in. 



"Where are we going?" I asked quietly as we sneaked away from the camp. 



"There's a safe place," Callia replied. "A place where the king's men won't find us. We need to get there before they find us here."



"But what about the others?" I protested. "We can't just leave them behind."



"There's nothing we can do for them now," Callia said. Her voice was heavy with sadness, but there was a finality to her words that told me she wouldn't be changing her mind. 



And so, heart heavy with sadness and worry, I followed Callia into the woods, not knowing what awaited us but knowing that whatever it was, it couldn't be worse than what we were leaving behind.